IV

No crowd of house-serfs ran out on to the
steps to meet the gentlemen; a little girl of
twelve years old made her appearance alone*
After her there came out of the house a young
lad, very like Piotr, dressed in a coat of grey
livery, with white armorial buttons, the servant
of Pavel Petrovitch Kirsanov. Without speak-
ing, he opened the door of the carriage, and
unbuttoned the apron of the coach. Nikolai
Petrovitch with his son and Bazarov walked
through a dark and almost empty hall, from
behind the door of which they caught a
glimpse of a young woman's face, into a draw-
ing room furnished in the most modem style.
'Here we are at home/ said Nikolai Petro-
vitch, taking off his cap, and shaking back his
hair, 'That's the great thing; now we must
have supper and rest'
fA meal would not come amiss, certainly/
observed Bazarov, stretching, and he dropped
on to a sofa*